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bring their cotton to press or to sell. These presses are of the most primitive
description, and worked by hand; and their harsh, grinding sound, accompanied
by the song of the labourers pushing the wheel in cadence, may be heard from
a great distance. They generally belong to native or European houses, who
in this manner centralise the cotton harvest of each village, which they'buy
directly from the peasants at a large profit. The establishment of these agencies
in the principal localities is as profitable to the peasant as it is to the merchant,
and seems to have created, in a short space of time, a substantial source of
affluence in these districts; whereas, before, the cotton, prior to its transfer from
the peasant to the merchant, had to pass through the hands of twenty inter-
mediaries, who doubled the price, without profit either to the grower or to the
buyer.

THE MAUSOLEUM OF AKBAK, AT SECUNDRA.

After a journey of five hours we arrived at the station of Hatras Road, where
we took the rail The station-master happened to be absent, and was represented
by a Bengalese baboo, whom our arrival threw into a state of excitement, which
was aggravated by his inability to procure us the necessary van for conveying
our horses as far as Aligurh, where we intended stopping to pay a visit to a
friend. He promised us, with endless protestations of fidelity, to take care of our
horses and servants during our absence, and fco send them on to us by the next
day's train to Delhi.

We soon heard the whistle of the locomotive; the train stopped at the
station, and we once more entered a railway-carriage, not without pleasure and some
emotion. It seemed to me as though the touch of some fairy's wand had trans-
ported me to Europe. I stretched myself on the soft seats, and passed in review
all the details of the compartment as though a railway-carriage were a new object